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badly disposed electric lights.   Hard seats, with an appearance
of chic.   Very hard seats, after two hours.

This afternoon and to-night I read " Suzette " of Brieux,
which is now a demi-four at the Vaudeville. Very workmanlike
and good first act. The other two acts no good at all. It is
simply astounding that a man so imperfectly endowed as Brieux
can make such a deuce of a reputation among intelligent people.

Wednesday, November $rd.
Bought :

Taine: "Nouveaux Essais de Critique et de FHistoire",
First edition.

Goodish progress yesterday and to-day with play. I got on
to the big scene of the 2nd Act to-day and found one or two
rare jokes for it.

To-night I transcribed from the Victorian History of Staffs,
all the notes I want for my next novel.

I shall never finish Israel Querido's " Toil of Men ". There
is no form to it. I wrote about it yesterday for the New Age,
perhaps a little too kindly. But it is a book to respect. I have
been reading lately Ford's " Gatherings in Spain." I It is a good
bed-book. He was a man who managed to get the full taste of
life.

Friday, November
Last night, " Le Foyer ", by Mirbeau and Natanson. Fairly
bright and well contrived, with a crude, cruel half-lighted satire.
The time passed quickly. The suggestions of immorality were
pleasingly outrageous. But immediately I got outside, the
whole structure fell to pieces in my mind, and I began to cover
it with scorn, to Marguerite, who said I was always too severe
and that she had never heard me unreservedly praise any modern
French play except " La Parisienne ". But really this play is
quite -untrue to life (it only resembles life in a journalistic way),
and the basic idea of it (a woman getting money from an ex~
amant to save a husband who ends by being complaisant) is
quite banal. Loosely constructed. While pretending to realism,
grossly caricatural. It is astonishing how tenth-rate stuff will
cause a stir if it is only journalistically violent enough.
Went to bed at 1.15 dead. A freezing cold night. I arose
1 By Richard Ford, 1846.
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